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the Apennines by the victories he felt confident he could
win.

Hannibal was looking down from the foothills of the great
range he had crossed upon the valley of the Po, which, like
a vast garden, walled in by the Alps and Apennines, lay
smiling at his feet. Then, as now, it was wonderfully fertile,
though more wooded in those days. Every species of grain
and fruit, flax, wine and oil, was yielded to an easy culture.
Herds of cattle and flocks of sheep and droves of pigs found
abundant pasturage. Horses were bred in the Venetian
country. All authors bear testimony to the fruitfulness of
the region at that day; and Polybius tells us that a genera-
tion later the traveler was generously entertained at hostelries
for one quarter of an obole, or about one cent, a day.

The Gauls who inhabited this region were a tall, straight,
handsome race, living simply on the luxuriance of the land.
Flocks, vines, and a few ingots of gold, easily hid or carried
away, were their sole riches; raids across the Apennines were
their recreation, from which they were wont to return with
their carts laden down with booty. There wore still many
cities which, under the Etruscans, had been great and beauti-
ful, and the Gauls themselves had made some slight progress
in the arts.

Cutting this level valley from west to east ran the Po,
taking its rise in Monte Viso, and, increased by many afflu-
ents, making its way through a course of three hundred miles
to the Adriatic. The Po is but a dozen feet deep on the
average, except in floods which cause its overflow, when it
may be fifty. At Turin it is one hundred and seventy yards
wide; at the confluence of the Ticinus five hundred; at Cre-
mona one thousand. Its fall is moderate; on the plains it is
a sluggish river.
